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Author's Notes: 
I'm fully aware that actual slavery is nothing but terrible, and not sexy. If you think you're going to triggered 


or outraged, please don't read. 


Fic contains some non-sexual violence and dub-con but not rape. 


My name is Sav and | am a slave. 


| wasn't born a slave, in fact, my village wasn't overrun and all of us captured, sold, killed or left for dead until 
| was thirteen. Without a father, who | could not remember - it was said he went out to hunt a stag and 


never came home - | considered myself nearly a man already by then. 


My mother was a dark-haired, blue-eyed woman who had never grown bigger than most pubescent girls. 
Always present and constant, she was a weaver by trade. She had bought a two-room hut with a fireplace 


when | was very young. Besides her loom, we owned the typical belongings of the poor: a few dishes for cooking 


and eating, two sets of clothes apiece, rugs to soften the stone floor, two tables and shelves, baskets for 
storing things, and each a pallet for sleeping. My jobs were to tend the dozen sheep my mother had acquired 


for wool, milk the goat, and a million other chores it always seemed. 


As far as | know, my mother never took another husband, nor lover. No half-siblings ever appeared. Later, | 
heard it whispered that my birth had nearly killed her, to the extreme that either she could not conceive 
again or another pregnancy would be her death, so no man wanted her. The last time | saw her, she was being 
dragged off by some blond barbarian while | screamed my lungs out. One of the milling soldiers kicked me 
between the legs and | fell to the ground, unable to move till she was long gone. 


They saw something in me, our captors. After | was given a bath and my hair washed and combed, they tried 
me as a kitchen boy at first. Too uncivilized, | came to nothing but burned fingers and whippings in the kitchens 
of my first masters. Then they relegated me to the stables to muck out stalls, but when | took a ride on the 


master's prized stallion, they sent me away with a beating that left my arse and my pride smarting for days. 


Then | spent three long years as a field hand. It bleached my hair and tanned my hide, gave me muscles and 
callouses. Despite pointy canines that earned me the derisive nickname "Snaggletooth", it was during that time | 
came to understand | was "pretty", pleasing in facial features like a girl. The other young bucks my age didn't 
like me much. They were mostly stupid, crass and ugly, always trying to leave scars on me or knock out my 


front teeth, so | had to learn to fight dirty to defend myself. What a relief when facial hair came in to cover 


up said features. 


The fortunes of the house turned in a night, maybe on a throw of the dice or an unlucky hand at cards. When 
we awoke one day in late autumn, the women of the house stood weeping in the yard. All their fine things were 
being carried off by strange slaves. Men came to look us over. Only a few were taken, along with the master's 
daughters, to a fine castle half a day's ride to the south, farther from home than I'd ever been. | spent one 


night chained in the barn and the next, | was taken to the harem. 


Having lived in a city most of my life, I'd heard of such things. Never had | imagined seeing the inside of one, 
much less being selected to be trained to be someone's.. body slave. | didn't know whether to be ashamed or 
proud. We were treated and fed well but | did not like the atmosphere of constant sexuality and being cooped 
up under heavy guard like a captive pet. All the harem boys were required to wear the finest clothes the 
house could provide along with lining our eyes in kohl and being clean-shaven - everywhere. It was one thing to 
be forced to work | had no intention of ever being used in that manner. In the culture I'd been raised in, sex 
was sacred. Not in a religious sense, but it wasn't for punishment or inflicting pain, certainly not something 
done between strangers, carelessly. While they taught us the arts of massage, bathing ungents, dance, certain 
sexual favors, | was planning my escape, hiding food and stealing extra clothes and an eating knife. In the middle 


of a moonless night, | made my bid. 


Two 


The young master of the estate rode out to find me. 


I'd seen him before but he only visited the harem rarely and the more experienced slaves tended to him in 
private. Not much older than myself, he had a commanding air about him. It could have been his wealth and 
privilege. There was something a little scary in his stare. It was said he was a strange man, not interested in 
marriage nor given to the charms of men but for those times the need got too strong. Surely he was 
handsome, taller than most men with light green eyes inherited from his Northern father and with paler skin, 
a long face with strong bones, his mouth the opposite of wide like his mother, and shaggy sun-bleached hair. 


Maybe if we'd met as equals, I'd not have fought him so when he ran me down in the woods. On his horse, he 
threw a loop of rope around me and tightened it so fast | couldn't get my arms free. When | tripped, he 
dismounted and tied me to the nearest tree. Fighting with teeth and kicking legs, | made sure he was bruised 


and bitten before he knocked me out with a punch to the temple | saw coming but was powerless to ducko 


So that's it. Suffice it to say, he broke me. It took almost five days. The only thing | got from him was water. 
He didn't feed me, spared no blanket at night, he didn't care about my bodily processes, and he only told me 
toward the last that he had seen me and wanted me as his personal attendant. Fine way of earning my 


confidence. | hated him! It turned out he liked it that way. 


I'd had enough. The nights were cold. | was ravenous. | stank to high heaven. He got me to agree not to run It 
was then he told me | was to call him Master in front of anyone else, and "Joe" in private. He probably felt like 
he was throwing me a bone. | didn't want to use his name. Master was a title, a role, not a person. Getting 


close to him would be - literally no doubt - sleeping with the enemy. 


Taking a heavy golden chain, he locked it around my neck. He had another, longer chain with a loop at the end 
which he kept a tight hold of. Nearby was a river it so happened. "Walk in," Master/Joe commanded. He 
dropped his clothes on the bank | stared, backing away as far as the chain allowed. He rolled his eyes at me, an 
action he wouldn't have lowered himself to in public, at my dramatics. "I'm coming in with you." 


He did. Besides the chain, he had a root of some sort which he pounded on a rock to make a fresh-smelling 
lather. As for me, | was just happy to be clean again, to let the river wash my body and my clothes, and then 
Joe washed me, as well. His cock was hard, bobbing in the lazy current with his hot blood. While | still hadn't 
been had by a man, I'd seen enough of what went on between males to know what he wanted, yet he didn't act 
on it; he didn't take me. When we were done bathing, he hooked the long chain to his horse's tack, dressed 


himself, and made me walk home naked beside him, in only my collar and sandals. 


